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	Faith

_A/N: ...I watched HTTYD2 for the first time the day before yesterday, and feels happened. A lot of them. Don't judge me, it was the middle of the night when I wrote this. _

_Okay, so I am a humor writer trying to write seriously, and this is only my second time doing so; also my first time in this fandom, so be gentle, please?_

**_NOT _**_a Hiccup/Toothless fic. Just pure, sweet friendship and their own particular brand of soul mates._

**Disclaimer: **If I owned HTTYD, Hiccup's suddenly gorgeous visage would have been on screen all the time in the second movie, preferably along with Toothless. EVERY SINGLE SECOND. As we were sinfully deprived every once and a while, you can infer that Cressida Cowell and Dreamworks, not I, own HTTYD.

**Warnings:**_This is sap. Soppy, soppy, sap. Pure PBS. Feels galore. I am a bit ashamed. Enjoy, anyway!_

* * *

><p>The wind whistles through his hair and past his body. It ruffles the straps of his suit as it whips past his legs, locked together in a firm line. His ears are filled with a rushing noise that blocks out all but the thundering beat of his pulse. Each thud of his heart crackles through his entire body, and time seems to slow. He is acutely aware of the rasp of breath in and out of his lungs. Green eyes stare into green, and Hiccup extends his arm.<p>

"Almost there, buddy, almost there."

.*.*.*.*.*.

Hiccup gives the 'leaps of faith' hardly any thought at all.

Astrid rolls her eyes and mutters under her breath to hide how much it bothers her. His father seems to have taken it as proof that Hiccup truly _is _trying to kill himself (he isn't). Even Toothless is uneasy about them, but Hiccup marks that down to the dragon's deep-seated need to be smotheringly over-protective, and nothing more. (Toothless does not appreciate this description of his care, and will sulk for days afterward, until placated with apologies, fish, and the promise of a long flight.)

Hiccup doesn't know what they're so worked up about. Sure, there may have been a few close scrapes, (which Toothless, he's sure, is carefully cataloguing as evidence that Hiccup truly does need to be followed everywhere, or maybe permanently encased in Toothless's wings), but they always catch each other in the end.

It's been that way between them since the beginning. Hiccup has no reason to doubt it.

.*.*.*.*.*.

Ever since that first contact in the cove, from that earth-shattering moment of connection, Hiccup has placed his faith in Toothless. Admittedly, the moment was accompanied (but not ruined, no, never ruined) by trembling hands and shuddering breath, but all the same: the feel of warm scales under his palm and the hot huff of breath on his skin had been a testament to the faith invested by both sides.

It only grew from there, of course. A series of firsts they experienced together: first flight (and all the failures and successes that came with working out the kinks), first fall (easily the most terrifying moment of his life up until that moment.) First introduction to new people (although Astrid had sort of butchered the beginning, almost literally). First battle. The first of many instances Toothless saved his life, and vice versa.

Hiccup was decidedly, blissfully, _thankfully _unconscious at the time, but he had been told again and again (with increasing embellishment, but the core elements were the same) of how the dust had settled and he had been found wrapped in the dragon's wings, cradled against his stomach. Bleeding out and badly wounded, but with a new bond that ran deeper than flesh, burning its way through the blood and seeped into the bone and wound around his soul.

A foot was a small price to pay, in the end.

.*.*.*.*.*.

They matched now, him and Toothless. A foot for a tailfin. The gods, it seemed, had a sense of irony.

Hiccup now depended on Toothless, as Toothless had depended on him. It was almost funny, how they mirrored each other. Kindred spirits, he supposed.

As Hiccup re-taught Toothless to fly, the dragon helped Hiccup re-learn to walk.

.*.*.*.*.*.

Hiccup gets out of bed and takes a shaky step forward. He sucks in a rattling, bracing breath, and he thinks he can see Toothless mirroring the move. Hiccup takes another step and trips.

His knee buckles and his foot (feet?) slip out from under him. For a single moment, he is airborne, breath gone, sucked out of his lungs. He tumbles forward with a startled yelp.

An instant later, a solid, warm mass is under his chest, supporting him and cooing sympathetically. Hiccup takes a moment to regain his breath, his bearings, and his balance.

Finally, Hiccup smiles and pats the Night Fury's head. Toothless trills and looks back at him, pupils wide and innocent.

Hiccup doesn't know how to express, how to possibly communicate the wave of crushing relief, and gratitude, and _trust _that he feels. All that he manages in the end is a slightly choked, "Thanks, bud."

Toothless's tail swishes. He understands.

Together, they slowly stumble to the door and out into the new world they helped create.

.*.*.*.*.*.

The freefalling is about more than adrenaline, or the thrill of air rushing past his face. When rider and dragon dive together, side by side, they are a physical representation of their relationship. All that they are is reflected in the way that they fall towards the earth, confident and easy and free.

Alone, neither will escape unscathed; together, they not only survive, but flourish.

Hiccup trusts Toothless with every fiber of his being, completely and utterly. The dragon returns his trust, and together, as always, they pull out of the plummet.

.*.*.*.*.*.

"Almost there, buddy, almost there."

Time, which seemed to have momentarily stopped altogether, suddenly speeds up again, and the distance between Hiccup and Toothless closes. Hiccup hooks his fingers into the saddle and pulls himself on, movements fueled by years of experience. His prosthetic clicks into place, and they are once again a single entity.

The world blurs around them as they swerve out of the dive, and reenter the sky, and for a moment, everything is right. In a few seconds they will reenter the fight, and the overwhelming reality of now, but in this moment, Hiccup revels in the familiar and unwavering bond between them which whispers, murmurs, screams, that they can accomplish anything as long as they are together.

They've been saving one another since day one, after all.

* * *

><p><em>AN: Please leave a review._

_Constructive criticism is accepted and taken into serious consideration._

_Flames will be used to create a cheap knockoff replica of Hiccup's flaming sword of awesomeness (I cannot get over what a BAMF he grew up to be, oh my word. *fans self.*)_

_Thanks for reading!_


End file.
